Or so did Tom O'Roughley say
That saw the surges running by,
'And wisdom is a butterfly
And not a gloomy bird of prey*

'If little planned is little sinned
But little need the grave distress.
What's dying but a second wind?
How but in zig-zag wantonness
Could trumpeter Michael be so brave?*
Or something of that sort he said,
'And if my dearest friend were dead
Td dance a measure on his grave/

SHEPHERD AND GOATHERD
SleplerL That cry's from the first cuckoo of the year*
I wished before it ceased.
Goatlerd.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            Nor bird nor beast
Could make me wish for anything this day,
Being old, but that the old alone might die,
And that would be against God's Providence.
Let the young wish* But what has brought you here?
Never until this moment have we met
Where my goats browse on the scarce grass or leap
From stone to stone*
SleplerL                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         I am looking for strayed sheep;
Something has troubled me and in my trouble
I let them stray. I thought of rhyme alone,
For rhyme can beat a measure out of trouble
And make the daylight sweet once more; but when